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Wild Oats

By GEORGE GORDON.
€6 D EARLS before swine,” said the
actress as sho pushed through
tho crowd shead of me. - '
THE CRITIC'S AWFUL BIT.
C is for Caine on the chair in the Hall;
He writes, like an angel that's had a great
fall,
Of Christians and Manxmen snd Peters
that pull.

THE FITNESS OF THINGS.
The site of the small house in Artillery
Row, off Cheapside, London, where Mil-
ton. completed Paoradise Lost, drinking
deep (to use a poet’s motaphor) of the
Pierian Spring, is now oecupied by a
firm of well drillers.

Mr. IL L. Mencken has been known to
disguise himself behind a beard in Prince
Albert, hard hat and flowing Lie, that he
may go sighiseeing through Greenwich
Village with his beerbrother, George
Jean Nathan, introduced here and there
ns Owen Halleras, a frequent contrib-
wor to Smart Set. So has a legend
sprung up concerning Hatierss, and it is
even whispered that he is a figment of
the imaginution, having no reality in faet.

One terrible resuit of John Cowper
Powys's leetures on Rabelais, as reported
fo me by a bookseller’s elerk, concerned
the gentlest of New York's mid-Vielorian
spinsters and matrons who took to Panta-
gruel and Gargunlua with such zest, in-
sisting always upon nnwashed transla-
tions, thal the stock this side the pond
was soun exhausted ; it seems thal he him-
gelf had not yet read that breviary of
the unregenerate und was foreed to con-
tent lumsell with a sadly wholesome
abridgment, e has, bowever, a vivid
imagination nnd sapplied fresh blasphe-
mies  (eulled fm;.n‘i.ieorg'e Moore and
Edgar Saltus) wherever he seemed to
deteet a deletion. T faney his edition
would nol pass the censor,

Mr. Barrett H. Clark, an omnivorous
reader, not during to trust a treacherous
memery, fears lest some day he may
{without acknowledgment) steal the
ehoicest of another's phrases and find him-
pel{ neeused of plaginrism. The fear
gecms ponstant with those who write, I
find Mr. Arthur Symons ropping an essay
on Osear Wilde An Artist in Atbitudes,
and vears Iater (in Puck) Mr. Huncker
sagely announces that “it was always at-
titudes with Osear.” 1s this permissible?

1 laughed at Mr. Clark's seruples. To
the vielor the spoils, It was Ben Jon-
son's theory that the business of author-
ship involved a wide aequaintance with
books and “an ability [as he put it] to
convert the snhsiance and riches of an-
other poet in one's own use.” Dryden
said of him that he “was not only a pro-
fessed imitator of Horaee, but a learned
plagiary of all the others; you track him
everywhere in their snow. . . . DBut
he has done his robberies so openly that
one seest he fears not to be taxed by any
law, He invades authors like a monareh,
and what might be theft in others is only
vietory in him.”

The erime is not that we, all of us,
steal, but the uses we make of our
thievings.

However, Mr. Clark does not agree
with me. 1le gave a ease in point. He
attended the premicre of Barrie's New
Wyrd with Clayton Hamilton. To the
lobby after the curtain, four other erities
listening, Mr. Hamilton said: “Who but
Rarrie could write a play on retivence?”
using the one word applicable to that
plaslet. Next morping that word oe-
curred in four separate eritiques.

I insist his instance is unusual and not
nevessarily eriminal. How many of Mr,
Hamilton's readers read any one of those
other reviews? We none of us think that
we have originated our syntax or have a
lien on any word beennse we first hap-
pened to discover its applicability. We
are none of us (in the narrow meaning of
the word) original. However, I can
understand Mr. Clark’s fear; I am not
wholly without it
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HE Penguin series of books, whieh
Boni & Liveright are preparing to
—Gabriells ds Bergerss, by Heary
James; Karmo, by Lafeadio Hearn; Jap-
anese Fairy Tgles, by Lafeadio Hearn,
and [olanthe’s Wedding, by Hermann Bu-
dermann. These books will sell at $1.25
apiece; none of them will be reprints, and
all will be books thst have never before
been published in this ecountry. This is
the feature that partieularly distinguishes
the books of this series from the volumes
of the modern library series. Of the
Henry James book the pnblishers say that
it is perhaps the finest novel of his early
period, written in simple, luad style.
Gertrnde Hall, anthor of Miss Ingalis
(Century Company), was born in Boston
and taken at seven to Ttaly. Fornine years
she and her sisters were boarding pupils
at the young ladies” pension deseribed in
The Truth About Camilla. There her first
stories were written., Her first book,
verse, nppeared in 1880; Far From To-
day, short stories, in 1892, Then two
more books of verse, two more of short
storics, and then four novels, ending with
Avrora the Magnificent. Miss Hall has also
had published translations of Chantecler,

Cyrano de Bergerac and some poems of
Paul Verlaine,

A new book called Lurembourg and
Her Neighbors by Ruth Putnam, author
of Alsace and Lorraine and William the
Silent, is being published by G. P, Put-
nam's Sons. You may not know that
the refrain to the nationsl song of t
Luxembourgeois contains the line: “Prus-
sinns we will never be

To vux Borron o Books Axp toE Boox
WorLp—sir: I picked up a copy of Books
and the Beok World the other day and
read a review of The Ghost Garden, by
Amelie Rives. And as I laid it down I
announeed (o my asscmbled family (who,
I mmst admit, did not seem at all thrilled
by the announeemint) that that was my
ides of a pood review. It is the sort of
review that gives von pleasure from be-
ginning o end, that makes you think, and
that makes you determine to bay the book.

It used to be considered a triumph of
the eritio’s art to condemn and yet, in the
very aet of condemning, to make one
eurious lo reud the book condemned. But
this reviewer—wbo lives on West Eighty-
first street and eannot afford to go to the
eountry and has {o manufacture his own
local eolor as best he ean—goes further
stil. Without any exagperated or sensa-
tional condemnation, holding the balance
quite even uand nicely distributing praise
and blame, he vet draws you on irresisti-
bly to buy not one book but two—not
alone The (Ghost Garden but also The
Quick or the Dead.

He has said what he has to say without
fear or favor; he has kept the eritie's
ermine (or whatever fur the eritie wears)
perfectly elcan; he has steered his bark
cleverly enough between the Seylla, on the
one side, of fooling the all too gullible
publie, and, on the other, the Charybdis of
hurting the feelings and hindering the
sales of an all too sensilive authoress, But
that is not all. He has drawn pictures—
he bas ercated an atwosphere—he has
awnkened memories, and all this apropos
of one little book. Truly “in reviewing
as in art, the subjeet is nothing; the treat-
ment is everything.” :

And my favorite siyle of literary treat-
ment—if I may be allowed to mention it—
is that advoeated and used by Anatole
France to deseribe evervthing with refer-
ence to yourself; not lo mete ont jusiice
from some Olympian beight, not to pre-
tend to gtriet impartality (always the
shallowest of pretences, for what “living,
breathing, thinking man™ ever ean be im-
partial ), but to look st everything in the
light of your own experience, to judge of
everything as it affects you,

Standards, of course, we must have.
But the true eritiec conforms to cerfain
slandards as nalurally and 8s _uncon-
sciously as we ordinary mortals conform
to the law of gravitation. And so what F
like best of all about this review is that
the reviewer has gone baek into his own
experience and has called up “the ghost
of 1888 1le has done it =0 well that the
ghost seems almost alive—no. pale, -im=-
personal wraith of vanished days, but as
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I reeognmize the picture as absolutely trpe
to life. It takes me back
i and I ean feel

Wesley, Mr. Hare, et al, for the most
part bound in ecxeellent black bindings
and in very bad print. Bossuet's Funeral
Orations were regarded with smspieion
beeause they were in French, and though
I was forced to study Butler's Analogy at
school I was never allowed to look at it
on Sunday because that would be doing
unn work. I remember my father
asking me if T wanted to read it because
I loved it. I could not tell a lie. No-
body could love Butler's Analogy. If I
did not love it and long to read it then
it was only a task and must be post-
poned to a weekday. That seemed to me
to eap tlie climax of strict Sabbalarius-
m i

But even on a weekday The Quick or
the Dead would never have been tolerated.
I was not allowed to read any works of
any kind exeept Dickens and Thackezay.
Fiven Fillette was snatched away from me
just a8 I was luxuriating in that most
charming of all beginnings, the arrival
of Pauling and her introduetion to Lucy
Snowe and the Bretton family. IL was
years after that before I saw the book
ngain. Is that perhaps one of the reasons
why Villette is my very favorite movel
to this dny—not to me the finest, or the
greatest, ar the most artistie, but the
favorite? There is always a eharm about
the things that “we have loved long since
and lost a while,” and Villette is no ex-
eeption to the rule.

Of course 1 heand people disenssing
The Quick or the Deand, and of course
I was wildly carious to see this shocking
book. But I never did. Gradually “the
tasks of real life” erowded out the long
leisurely hours of reading that I used to
have. “Some things never come back, and
youth is one of them.” It is impossible
to feel the same vivid curiosity about
The Quick or the Dead that I felt thirty
long years ago. I doubt if any novel of
Amelie Rives eould stir my blood or
chill my marrow now. And, of eourse,
what was very outspoken and very shock-
ing thirty years ago will be “dull as
grammar on the eve of holiday, in this age
of blatant revelation and deliberate in-

decency. The very fact that I may go

and buy the book and read it opealy
wherever and whenever I choose takes
away half the charm. And yet, as I read
what the “middle aged reviewer” has to
say about “that furious liitle work of {he
lost year '88,” some faint, far, elderly
phantom of my youthfal longing eomes
back to me, and I delermine not to give
sleep to mine eyes or slumber to mine eye-
lids until I have found and read The
Quick or the Dead. E. C. McKxwen.
SewickLey, Pa.

of ial interest just now because
of the inereased merchant marine and
greater pavy is a little book, Knets, pub-
lished by the Rudder, the yvachisman's
magazine, The author, Arthur F. Ald-
ridge, formerly was yachting alitor of
Tne Scy. Extra chapters on itordage
matting, hammock making and wire steel
work muke Knols vuluable to al} ' wlo go

* down to the séa in ships. :

The George . Doran Compny will
‘publish & volume of Joyece Kiln:f_"s writ-

tall the
poéms of Kilmer's that are likely to be
remembered and several war poems writ-
ton in France. The book will aleo contain
rssays and letters by Kilmer, portrgits and
A memoir which Robert Cortes &"idﬂ)’.
Hilmer's friend -and-Jierary exeehiior, i3
now ot work upon.
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THE e
GHOST GIRL |

By H. DE VERE STACPCOLE
Author of “The Mon Who [Losl
Himself,” elc. Cloth, $1.50 nef,
A charming novel, hnﬂi’
con ing picture of modern -
land and days of old romance of

B Tty i T

Avthor o! “Brile,”" “The Story of

Eden,” clc. Cloth; $1.50 net
The most “intense” novel this pop-

ular author bas written. She intro-

love
an aspect of !hemnm

on
downfall of the

Author of “The Red Planet,” "The
Beloved Vagabond,' elc.

Cloth, $1.50 nel. :

“Poasesses all of Mr. Locke’s cus-

i ive charm. It is

TR

the
; Clgth, $1.25 net.
“‘Out. to Win' will help ug all to
hhl.:t bem_:: to dohou:otldmwm
whatever it may be,
‘Out to Win' will-deepen

the war. - pen
our respect for our
enlarge our understanding sym-

pathy for our allies.™
—Chirage Daily News,
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